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WH€3^we two faffed th$ other eve 
Through golden moonlighty hand in hand^ 
fAlong the fandy margin fet 

For twilight fpau ^twixtfea ^ land^ 

The poffible delight of life 

Unmeafured as the broad bright fea^ 
tdnd bounded as the fond we trod 

Its narrow turmoil feemed to me ; 

*But when thyfmiU bad faffed away y 
IH^r in thy hand mine rejled more^ 

LifeU boundUfs trouble feemed the wavoy 
Its narrow blifs the bounded Jhore. 
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OLD LeM)es. 



CJ{IS T-^vhiffiringfly on the warm w$ft wind^s 
wing 
With Jhiviring Jigb^ the faddeji void of Springy 
The few late kavesfrom loft year lingering. 

Foolijhly faithful in wild wintry nights^ 
When fudden Jiorms blew out thejlarry lights 
%dnd the cold flakes came up in feathery flights, 

Foo^Jhly faithfuly all their beauty gone^ 

%dll their young wooing fofinefs changed GT wan^ 

With nothing left for love to linger on. 

Foolijhly fondy till one warm hour revealed 
Where the young leaf buds blufi>ing lay concealed, 
tdnd one fwift fling the year-long clafp unfealed. 
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*' Old leaves^ old loves ^-^fofome onefeems to Jay 
^bout my window this warm^ wijifulday 
t^bove the violets — is it I or they? 



T>IST^NCeS. 

SOmeriJUeS then /ems tojhine 
On iijiant hill-tops clear 
t/tfuturey thine and mine 
3iade one^ my only dear. 

"But, deary the Shepherds /ay 
When all the uplands Jhine 

DiJlinSfy though far away^ 
Storms follow Jwift thefign. 

So, when there feems tojhine 

That future fair bf clear. 
For thy fake i^ for mine 

I weep — my only dear. 
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iNceJ^se. 

OUTSI7)£tbi Church's wejern door I lingered 
by the way^ 
I heard no found of Sanlhis belly the chant bad died 

away^ 
e^nd round the porch the t^colytes were merry in 
their play^ 
Tet knew I by the incenfd air 
Here bad been the voice of prayer. 



So J deareji Lordj be all my life breathed round about 

by Thecy 
IFhen at Thy feet a little while I have knelt 

blijfedly, 

5 



That thtfe who mat mi by the way may rather feel 
than fee 
" If Qod be prayed to anywhere 
This foul hath been in prayer.^ 



I. 

IWt4S not nfoluti in heart and will 
To rifi upfuddenly V fiek Thy Faa^ 
Leaving the fwine-hufis in the defert place^ 
t4nd crying, *' / have finned^ receive mejiill! " 

//. 

/ could not even at the Shepherd* s voice 

Startle £jf thrill^ with yearnings for the fold^ 
Till Hejhould take me in His hleffed hold, 

tdnd lay me on Hisjhoulder and rejoice* 

IIL 

Sut lying plenty will-Ufs in the dark^ 
%d little piece offilver^ bftfrom Thee^ 
I only knew Thy Hands were/eeking mi 

t4nd that I bore through all Thy heavenly mark. 
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e^^ ecLiTse. 

D^J^J^world^ fad heart infilentfympathy! 
What matters it if both are in the Jbadef 
Thejiars willjleal outfoen 
ednd with the wide white moofiy 
Who walks the endlefs ether unafraid^ 
Will tread together gladly up thefky 
^nd not he any whit the dimmer made. 

T>im heart (if world/ fad world li f adder hearty 
What matters it if both are dark to-night? 
If down thy trouble deep 
D^gleam of comfort creep^ 
If fin orforrowjbut thee from the light? 
god's happy oneSy though thou doft mourn apart^ 
Will not be any whit lefs glad faT white. 
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Sofaid I to the midnight (^ my foul^ 

Soothing myfelfwith bitter bermit-boody ^ 
When up the opal Eaft^ 
'D^t wbite'Tobed for afeaft^ 
^ut Jbrunk V fcarred l^ Jlainedas if with bbody 
Shyly along a darkened path Jhe JioU^ 
The maiden iMoon above the elmen wood. 

Darkened with what? !Sj H^l^ veil ofdeWy 
!f{j cloud-4amb pajhtring infields of air 
Flecks with a paffimgjhadi 
The pathway of the nutidy 
Who elfsy to^nightj were perfeff-orbed ilffair; 
^ut the world's JhadoWy like an arrow true^ 
Hathjiruck her with a Jirange fsT new defpair. 

O Shadow of my hearty the heavenly flairs 

Qrow dim where thou art cafl perhaps to-night; 
The foul thou lovefi beft 
(May mifs fome footing blefi 
On the great Ladder of the Infinite, 
^b m$l haw ofUn bf how unawares 

We come between Qo£s creatures ii His light! 
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€^ST€7{^ eve. 

IfTt^S weeping jujt before moonfet^ 
Set of the eajier mooMy 
Though I knew that the morming of mornings 
fFould thrill ^ awaken foM. 



I was weeping juji before moonfet^ 
t^t the hour of the waking ofbirds^ 

When two of QoiTs angels fpoke to me 
Infweet compajjionate words z 

" fVoman^ why*art thou weeping f** 
tdnd I anfweredy nothing afraid^ 

^ Becaufe they have taken away my Lord^ 
9^nd I know not where He is laid. 
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" Tiiy have taken Him /rem the valley s^ 
Where I loved tofollew His feet. 

Seeing their print in the tender grafs 
t^nd finding His lilies Jiveet. 



** They have taken Him from my gatden. 

Where I ufed to walk ^ fay^ 
' The Lord hath been down to my garden 

t4nd made a flower to^y^ 

'^ They have taken Him from the mountains 

tdnd tops of the happy hills j 
Where He ufed to drop the dew down 

To plenijh the pleafant rills. 



*' They have taken Him from His cloud-land. 
From thunder (2f thunder-Jhower, 

From the rain Hefentfor thejpringing grafs 
t^ndjhinefor the harvefl hour. 
II 



" For all things an fit and ordered 
t^nd parti of a great machim^ 

In which the hand of the Maker 
Would tremble to intervene. 



'^ e/fW He could notfave one petal 
From a dejiimd drop ofrain^ 

Without unbuilding His univerfi 
%4nd building it up again. 



" So now I can pray no longer 
The prayers that once I prayedj 

For they have taken away my Lord^ 
^nd I know not where He is laid.^ 



Thus weeping juft before mmnfit^ 
In the hour of the waking ofbirds^ 

I was ^ware of Another who fpoke to t 
Infweet compajionate words: 
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** Woman^ why art thou weeping?'** 
tMni Ifpokey not lifting my eyes^ 

** If thou have taken away my Lord^ 
O tell me where He lies?* 



^ut into His voice as He anfwered 
Come a mujic all divine — 

One wordy one name^ He uttered^ 
The wordy the nanUy was mine. 

Then I knew it could not be another y 
^ut my Lord with voice fo fweety 

I knew it all in a moment 

t^nd IJirove to clafp His feet. 



I knewyfor that one word told me 
That they could not bear away 

My Chrijiy my K^ngy my (Majiery 
From the place where once He lay. 
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'77f Hey who would bid mefeek Him 
!f{^t painfully hire i^ tberiy 

^utjianding clofe bejide mcy 
tjthvays (st everyv^here. 

tdlways—0 Chriji the %ifen! 

Hit moongUam fadeth fieety 
"But thefiujh of Thine Sqfier Sunrife 
Finds one more foul at Thy feet. 
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e^ CHILiys THOUQHT. 

IF I had lived in "Bethlehem 
t/fnd known where Jefus lay 
Within the wooden manger 

On a little bed ofhay^ 
The new-born baby JefuSy 
That earlieji Chriftmas day^ 

How gladly had I taken^ 
fFith earlieji dawning lighty 

The little pillow from my bed 
^ndjheets offnowy white. 

•dnd through thejireets of Bethlehem 
I quickly Jbould have run^ 

IS 



t^nijlaod before that Jiable-door 
tdt rijing of the Sun. 

t^nd knocking foftly at the door 
With earnejl voice Jhouldfay^ 

" Wake up^ wake up^ good Jofeph, 
This happy C^rijimas Day^ 

t^nd let me in to fee the babe 
That's cradled on the hay.'' 

IJhould havefaid, «* O Mary bkfi, 

behold I quickly bring 
^pillow ^ two little Jheets 

To make a foft bedding 
For the newborn baby J^fm^ 

Who is my Lord & I^ing."" 

J think good Jofeph quickly 

Would have let me through the door^ 
t^nd there among the Jheep bf cows 

IJhould have knelt before 
i6 



That holy^fairefi baby 
That ever mother bon^ 

IJhould havefaid upon my knees^ 

" The fineji I can bring 
Is all too coarfe to make a bed 

For Thee^ my Lord &r J^»^, 
Tet wilt Thou take^for Lovers own fake^ 

Lovis poorejl offering.* 

Such words a little child faid 

Upon his mother^s knee 
One happy Q^rijimas morning^ 

Sut nothing anfwered Jhe, 

She looked outjtill ti fadly 

t^crofs the winter fnow^ 
She watched the pale blue Jhadows 

Of the bare trees come £sf go 
e/fV the D^rth wind made the branches 

%ockfoftly to ^fro. 
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She thought how ChriJI the Saviour^ 

Still waiting day by day^ 
Is Jim as poorly tended 

e/ff when a bed of hay 
{Madi all thefofi enfolding 

In the manger where He lay. 



Vure thoughts Jsf holy longings 
Like linen fair £sf white^ 

^nd hearts offofteft tendemefs 
Like downy pillow Ughty 

fPlth thefe we Jiill Jbould meet Him 
•dt each da/s dawning bright. 



Tet Jiill our Lord is waiting 
^t many a chfe*barred door — 

For pure W holy worjhipy 
For tending of His poor^ 

For all the gentle minijlry 

Of Love from Lovers ownjiore. 
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She thought howfurely^furely 

To each one comes the day^ 
When we are hid to waken 

tdnd rife £jf put away 
Some eafe or fweetnefs for Hisfake^ 

Who came on Qf^rijimas T)ay. 

"Butjhe onlyfaid^ " My darling^ 
There Jtill is wort to do 

For the hleffed baby Jefus 
Who livedy a child for you. 

Sut comey the bells are ringing 
tdnd we mufi praife Him tooP 
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TO MY ^TVJL CHILT>. 

Be//S3^ my Sabyy thus I croon to tbee^ 
Thou deare/i hlojfom of the April tide; 
Speak with me foul to foul a little while^ 
For I am tired li the world is wide. 

Speak foul to foul, thou haji no words as yet 
To wrap thy heart up in £jf hide itfo. 

Jth me! with every lejfon that we learn^ 
How much that is more hUffed we forego, 

A little while, the world runsfajler now 
Than when a mother all day long might fit 

Spinning at once fair dreams li fnowy threads 
^efide her babfs cradle^ rocking it. 
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And I am tired — tired ofmyfelf: 

Thou only with thofe lovi'taught eyes of thine 
TBeholdeJi through this brittk^ cloudy glafs 

e// type which is eternal and divine. 

The world is wide,yi wide l^ yet fo full 
Of hearts that do not care for thee or me. 

tdh well! juji lay thy cheek there on my hreaji 
tdnd we can fay ^ " Qod help them^ let them be. 

So while the hot noon rejis upon the world^ 
Thou dearejt hbjfom of the ^pril tide^ 

Speak foul to foul a little while with me^ 
For I am tired £jf the world is wide. 
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THe CHOICE OF TJ[VJ&. 

{Written at the beginning rftke Siege qfTariSf 1870.) 

OTA'RJS! thou too hadji thy threefold choice^ 
t/ts had that other upon Ida^s height-^ 
Stem Strength^ felf ruling Wlfdomjoft ^elight^ 
^ut t^fhroditis was the fweeteji voice. 

So hover Strength £jf Wifdom fctrned of thee 
Move the Jiandard of thy fateful foe ^ 
Whofe blue battalions in unceajingflow 

t^re /urging round thee like an angry fea. 

Too late thou rifejl toputfwifily on 
Thy rujiing armour at the trumpets call. 
There Jhines already on thy leaguered wall 

e>f doomful glarey like flames of Ilion. 
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THe TB^CS. 1 871. 
"T H^V£ made peacey thank Q«dP O Qtiperor 

t/tt this thy word the nations lift their eyes^ 
Looking for One they wot of to arife 
White-rohei^ on happy wing. 

What do they fee^ There crouches at thy heel 
t^fulkn Thing with vengeance in her face^ 
Writhing i^ wroth, but fettered to her place 

*By bonds of QermanJieeL 

e/fx onejhould tell us in the dim thick night — 
^ "Behold the dawn!'' and we looked forth to fee 
The whole wide Eaji grow golden filently 

With joy of coming light, 
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tdndfaw in/lead a line of cloudy flame 

^nd lightning flajhes leaping fwift theretbrougb^ 
tdnd heard the muffled thunder^pulfe i^ knew 

Theflormy not morningy came. 

So is it when each wiry nerve to-day 

Of eager Europe thrills with thatfweet wordy 
Sweet yet fo falfsy foon as its found is heard 

Its promife dies away. 

Thy Qod of SattleSy whom we do not knoWy 
Thank for the VJtinelands i^ the golden fleecCy 
Sut notforfuch poor truce the C^^rifl of Teace — 

His Teace He gives notfo. 



^4 



LOve ^D<jD Time. 

WtdlTINQfor Love the other morn 
Vefide my funny orchard tually 
t/fcrofs the dialy mojfed and worn^ 
I watched the early Jhadow fall. 
" e//A me! " Ifighed^ ''fo glides the day^ 
So Love^ who comeSy will pafs away.** 

Jufi then below me in the dew 

Where flants the orchard valley deep^ 

Timers hufy fcythe was whirling through 
The after-grafs in fleady fweef. 

" e/f A me I " / criedy " were Time away 

Love when he comes would always flay ^ 
25 



** Oh mower of my late delight! 

Ob robber of the golden hours I 
ni cover up from Love's dear fight 

Thy dsal-Jhade with fcented flowers^ 
tdnd^ heeding not the fleeting day^ 
Love in my garden flill JhallJlayJ* 



Then from the Southern border^ full 
Ofalljweet rofes autumn blown^ 

t/t chfier was Ifwift to cull 
t^nd heap them on the dialflone: 

The Jhadaw crept to where they lay 

tds Love came down the orchard way. 



tdll in the drowfy afternoon 

Love talked with me through languid hoursy 
t/tndjlowy as in a weary Jivoohy 

Tim/sfikade crept on beneath the flower s^ 
t^ndfew the words that Love did fay 
tdnd pajfing fad befeemed alway. 
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Weary of all things Lave me feenud^ 
He laid him in the fcented grafs 

tdnd murmured Jlill as if he dreamed 
Of time to come i^ time that was. 

For Love doth love to buildy they fay y 

To-morrow out ofyefierday. 



ISut Time was leaning on hisfcythe 
t4nd gazed upon mejlanding near^ 

'^ t/[re then the hours of Love more blithe 
When myjwifijweep they cannot hear? 

The Jhade had marked a fweeter day^ 

Poor hearty were all thy flowers away! *' 



t/Ind then he called the little breezi 

With which he makes the rife fruit f ally 

%^nd hade it lift my red rofes 

^ndheap them by the orchard wall^ 

Jtndcriedy^^O Lovel awake! away! 

"Behold howfwifilyfaUs the day."" 
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^nd Love arofe with gayer cheer 
tdnd^ looking on the low^ajl Jhaae^ 

Hefaid^ ** Too hng I linger here^ 

tdndjlrode^jwiftjlepping down the glade, 

I did notfeek to fay him nay — 

For weary Love is heji away* 
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CLEMJITIS. 

/^ Ft/tl'F^tree bending over 
^-^ The hedgerow where I rife^ 
I^pow you tie lowly bver 

Who looks with faithful eyes 
Up to your boughs that cover 

(Myfpace of fummer Jkiesf 

iM^ wijiful tendrils winding 

Seek always up toyou^ 
beyond you broadens blinding 

The whole of Heaven* s blue — 
Enough /bines for my finding 

Tour leafy roofing through. 
29 



Thus day by day repeating 
tMyJmple round ofcare^ 

Pm day by day completing 
One upward winding Jiair — 

3Iy growth is my entreating^ 
I live my faithful prayer. 

Heaven i^ the bighjiars teach you 

Secrets by me unguejfed^ 
I for no grace befeech you 

Toftir your myjiic rejl^ 
For though I may not reach you 

To fee k you is my bejl* 
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VILLJt'RJ SU7{^ 0LL03^ 

WIl^^JDS on this mountain meadow 
Sear whifpers to and fro 
Of cool blue clefts ofjhadow 

Under the Jhelves offnow^ 
t^nd of vineyard Jieeps 
Where the lizard Jieeps 

In warm lands below^ 
^nd their fongs feem 
Like a loft dream 

I dreamt a life ago. 

t^nd whether the cryftal coolnefs 

They tell of on the height^ 
Or t^utumrCs fecund fuUnefs 

In lowlands of delight^ 
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^e thefwiiteft thing 
The hree%isfing^ 

Hearty thou canji not fay i 
For their fongs feem 
Like a loft dream 

I dreamt a world away. 
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Pe^SePHOl^e^ around whofefeet 
The meadow graj/is cling £^ thrmg^ 
Was there no other flower fo fweet 

e/f> this ofpoefsfong 
That led thee from thy mother^s hand 
The laughing plains along f 

So meet it feenudfor maiden wreath. 

How couldji thou guefst thou didji not fee 

That long as life i^flrong as death 
Itsflender root would be^ 

Jtnd when thy fingers gathered it 
Levis arms would gather thee. 
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THE SOO^Q OF THS COLOVVJ. 

{For an %iir ^(Moxart,) 

GOL © of the iing-cupj gold of the /beaviSj 
Qold of the light through lattice of leaves; 
Slue of the mountain^ blue ofthefea^ 
Slue of the bright air^fing to me. 
Life is a garden^ Iroe-JhieUed from fadnefs^ 
^S^e-walls around itj by warm winds oW'-blown. 
Seryl of barhy^waves in June^ 
Opal ofmoonrife^ OJingfoon 
tdfong of the garden ofgladnefs. 

O my own! 

Srown of the beech, that mourns alone^ 
Srown of the larch by late winds Jlrown^ 
34 



Srawn ofthi bracken frayed bf toft. 

Sing to mefadfyy ^^ Lave is loft!* 

Life is a moorland where wild winds awaken^ 

Locked from Lovers garden my heart makes her moan. 
Slack of the moonfetj black of the cloudy 
Slack of the midnight^ Jing^Jing loud 

Thefong of a foul forfaken. 

O my own! 

IFhite of the foamrflecky white ofthefnow^ 

White of the furnace all aglow^ 

White of the Sfyj white of the dove^ 

Sing of a whole world built of Love^ ^ 

Life is a path that grows greener for wending^ 

Lovers may fail us^ Love lafteth alone. 
Vjd ofthefunfety red of the rofe^ 
Sing me thefong that no man knowSy 

The Song of a Love never ending. 

O my own! 
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Sleep .or n^tro^. 

DOfTO^the long dark I lie awake^ 
Beloved^ for thy tender fake 
Forecafiing left fome chance of ill 
Thy happy dream Jhould unfulfil; 
When on the Southern upland lies 
The Scorpion with his Jhining eyes^ 
^nd through the many-nejled trees 
Tbeftars Jhine thick as hiving beeSj 
For thee my foul hathflrife of prayer^ 
With folded hands^ awake^ aware^ 

Till thy dawn comes, darling. 

Sut when from off the Southern mifl 
The Jhining Scorpion hath uprifi. 
When white inflowings of the day 
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Have wajhtfrom Heaven the milky way^ 
When from the beds of waking ^reams 
Vafi in pale troops their fading dreams^ 
When each glad bird that leaves his neji 
Shrills a « Venite *• to the reji^ 
When winds of morning bathe my brow^ 
I fleep^ thou wilt not need me now^ 

When thy dawn comeSy darling. 
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OUT OF THe Te/fST. 

With a book of old %kymis. To Ody C^dld. 

IHe/tV£ wandered far away 
For a gifi to thee^ 
Into an old dead day 

fPTjire phantoms be^ 
Into an ijlandfit 

In a wideyfadfia^ 
Wbofejhwes thi long waves fret 
Unaafingly. 

t^nd under a waning moon 

When the dawn delayed^ 
Late for tbee^ love^ ii foon 

In that land IJlrayed; 
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Herbs rf the Jhifting fond 

That the fait winds fade^ 
Sound with Love for a hand 

This Qarlandmade, 

Sere ti fcentlefs li hoar 

tdre the flowers of my wreath^ 
Frayed with the feud of the Jhore 

tdnd thejharpflornfs teethy 
!But the riband of Love hath not known 

The harjh brine* s breath — 
// is brighter than Life^ my own^ 

^^ndflronger than ^eath. 



39 



TOLVHJKJ^D^. 

MY ear is weary e/the Weft 8ed$ rear 
Where all night hug its white teeth tear 
thejhore^ 
Waking me Jbrilly from a dream of fear 
Thatfome huge hijedus heaft is ravening near. 

3fy eyes are tired ofthefteep clijPsfide 
fiAnd gray-green headlands hollowed of the tide^ 
And even ofthefwifiyfun-fmittenfpray 
fAnd (Michaets fairy tMount acrofs the hay. 

*Tis that the Hunter C^re has found me here^ 
Whither I fed for Jhelter from hisfpear^ 
tdnd his wild cry i^ white ftare feem to me 
The thunder V the flajhing ofthefea, 
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THe WHeSLfF'HjgHT. 

MThomg is on a f leaf ant hill 
fThiTi pine bf adarfigh^ 
Wheriftrtrng winds bend the oaks at will 

^nd howl bf hurry by; 
tdnd one red tower drinks its fill 
Out ofthefunfetjky. 

tdnuong the oaks in acorn days 

The /fining rooks carou/ey 
Thefquirrel chuckles as be plays 

t^ndjkims the topmojl boughs^ 
While on thejlope the heifers graze 

t^nd furtive rabbits browfe. 
41 



^^i3 



^Bemath tbi billy where curls tbefmohy 
e// wheelwright has hisfl^ed^ 

I hear bis heavy hamnur-ftroke 
Frem dawn till wejiem red^ 

^^nd carts he builds far Uvingfolk 
9^nd coffins fer the dead. 



Once^ as I pajfed^ the wheelwright good 
%aifedfr9m a /mouldering fire 

To fling about a wheel of wood 
e// red-hot rounded tire^ 

fThile near him wife fi children flood 
To help him or admire. 



t^nd when my pulfes gaily glide^ 
Hearing bis blows^ Ifay^ 

^ He builds a curved wagon wide 
For bringing home the hay^ 

Where alfo laughing girls Jhall ride 
Abroad on holiday^ 
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Sut when the^fidis of lift are low 

t^nd pijlilence is hrei^ 
When under village roofs I know 

That ftck folk lie a-bedy 
Ifajy " He makes a coffin fo 

For one whillfoon he dead!* 
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^ D^efF WO%L<D. 

T O, with what care Columbus wrought 
^ To find fair ijles beyond the fea — 
!B«/ now a new world all unfought 
t^crofs the cowfltps comes to me. 

fAnew Atlantis fioats to me 

Frothed with thefurfof ^pril woodsj 
^^nd Jhrinking on the Jhore I fee 
The children of their fiilitudes. 

Shy thoughts & dujky dreams of dreams: 
" Come near^ come near^ l^ fpeak^ I cry^ 

" ^ring water from your winding Jhr earns ^ 
"Bring fruits £2f viands left I die'' 



In vain. — TSefon th^ir gifts I hold^ 
Qnatfeas of dark gran Summer riff; 

tdnd hear me on their manifold 
Warm waves away to alien Jkies. 

t/tnotber Spring? ^tis idly /aid; 

JUine are not many yet to come^ 
Sut where the t^pril world is made 

I hope one day to build my home. 
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/. 

IV^ windy winter^ O my love^ my love^ 
Ifeek thefpot where mofl I think ofthee^ 
When no blue breaks the windy murk above^ 
t^nd no birdjings upon the Jiraining tree. 

For then thy grave ^ where now no petals fall^ 
Thefodden churchyard^ £sf thejiormy tide^ 

Teay all that is^feems but a great gray wall 
With Jhining fummer on the other Jide, 

yiesy Jhining fummer in a perfect place ^ 

t^nd thouy my beautiful^ artjlanding there — 

/ cannot fee the fplendour ofthyface^ 

3^r guefs the new-lit glory of thy hair; 
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'Sut one Jay y Jure ly^ dear^ a little door 

In this gray wall will open^ thou wilt come 

^nd I Jhall look upon thyfmile once morCy 

•/fnd thou wilt take my hand i^ lead me home. 
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LIQHTthat I hue the beji! 
T>ear^ thy fpirit hath guejfed 
That it is not the Jirong fwiji fplendour^ 
banner of T)ay*s furrender 
On turret clouds of the Wejl; 

3^{jr the wide^ white whifper^ ^Soon 

Comes our Lady the 3foon! *' 

Which when the fadjiars hearken 
They cower i^ quail faf darken 

Low at her fiher Jhoon, 

d^t the keen leaping line^ 
Topaz or opaline^ 
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Or fudden fappbin^ brighUning 
The worlds edge with law lightening 
Whenjiars care not tojhine. 

Vut the lingering light that lies 
In the O^^jrth when a long day dieSy 

binding with pearlen thread 

Sorrow for one day diad^ 
To hope for the day thatjball rife. 

« "Behold^ behold^'' it would fay^ 
*• Thy Joy hath paffed this way 

Over the round worlits rim; 

Lean thou iaf look for him^ 
He comes with dawn of day P 

•* "Behold^ hehoUr itfaith^ 
" Spirit that forroweth^ 

Thefmile of the WelWBelwed, 

But for a fpace removed 
Over the edge of death !" 
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l}(j dim y wandering queji^ 
3^ far hope faintly guejfed^ 

Sut a night-long tendered token^ 
t/i word that is almoft J^oken^ 
This light that I love the heft. 
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THE rOUDijQeST CHI I'D. 

WHES^tbou art old^ go forth form azure day^ 
Leaving thy children at their grave employ^ 
Thy grandchildren at play^ 
^nd^feeking with flow feet 
Some quiet woodland feat ^ 
Forget all cares that could thy peace annoy ^ 
tAtnd take thy joy 
This way. 

^efure no keen airs through the branches conUy 
tf{jr beam toofcorching pierce them overhead^ 
t^nd let the wild bees hum^ 
Thefquirrels laughing cry^ 
•^ndflap of wings on high 
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2^ all the founds that to thy ear arefped^ 
•^U others fed 
Or dumb. 

There fold by fold unwrap the garb of years 
In which it is thy wont to go 
T)ifguifed among thy peers ^ 
Hifrobe thee till thou win 
Within^ within^ within 
The little Q^ild whofe joy they cannot know, 
Or^ be itfoy 
Its tears. 

t/£ little Cbild^ grieved by a rofe-thorn fmart 
t^ndby a rofe^ a birdy a toy beguiled 
WithfooBJhy childijh heart. 

There with that felf unchanged^ 
Sut all too long efiranged^ 
For onejhort hour of play be reconciled 
t^nd be the Child 
Thou art. 
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